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For the “Little Poller” 
8 WONDERFUL STORY BOOKS WITH 
FASCINATING 4 COLOR ILLUSTRATIONS 


ALL BOOKS BOUND IN HARD COVERS WITH ATTRACTIVELY 
COLORED JACKETS TO MAKE IDEAL YEAR ‘ROUND GIFTS 


THE GRASSHOPPER MAN 


A tale of gentle fantosy that 
promises to become timeless. 
We consider The Grosshopper 
Man a high spot among books 
for children. 32 Pages. 


PEE WEE AND THE 


SNEEZING ELEPHANT 
As light os a handful of sunshine. 
Text that skips olong like o good. 
game of hop-scotch, and illustra- 
fions that have the eye appeal of 
«dozen lollypops. 32 Pages. 


HAPPY-GO-LUCKY 
A delightfully whimsical story. 
~ The child sees the funny little 
carefree caterpillar go gaily 
through his brief life and 
emerge a beautiful butterfly. 
32 Pages. 


30¢ each Postp : 
ROXANA PRETENDS 


A delightful tale about lit- 
tle Roxana ond her vast 


A personally conducted trip 
through o lorge, well-stocked z00, 
with a pleosonily touching tole of 
a little puppy and his young 
moster. 32 Pages. 


m 30¢ each Postpa 


The apple hos always been 


TICKLE, TICKLE, TICKLE 


Deligh#fully enchanting with 
just the. right touch of 
whimsy. Here's a collection 
of sporkling, light - hearted 
Verse to bring spontaneous 
joy to “little folks'"—chock 
full of 4-color illustrations. 


48 PAGES 
B ONLY $1.00 — POSTPAIO 


synonymous with childhood, 
ond seldom hos the story of 
the apple been told so simply 
‘and so well. 32 Pages. 4 color 
illustrotions ‘throughout. 


50¢ each Postpaid 


An animated joy book to 
thrill the youngsters of 
whatever age—aond the 
adults, too. Full, dozing 
colors throughout its poges 
thot feature puppets, car- 
foons, games and action. 


imaginction .. . how she 
pretends that her doily bi- 
cycle ride is a triumphant 
parade ... her bus ride a 
desperate journey. 32 Pages. 
4 color illustrations through- 
out. 


é 50¢ each Postpaid 


GIVE THE KIDDIES A TREAT! AND ENJOY ONE TOO! SEND FOR ONE 
OR ALL OF THESE DELIGHTFUL BOOKS NOW! TODAY! 


- _GILBERTON COMPANY « 510 SIXTH AVENUE ¢ NEW YORK 11, N. Y._ 


‘This is another title in CLASSIC COMICS published by GILBERTON COMPANY, 510 Sixth Avenue, New York 11..N. ¥, (For full list 
of titles see page 3 of the cover.) Albert W. Raymond, Editor: Harry M. Adler, Managing Editor. Copyright, 1946, Printed in U. S. A 


CLASSIC COMICS 


ncle loms Cabin 


y HARRIET BEECHER STOWE. 


- Story Adaptation by 
* EVELYN GOODMAN 


Mlostrated by 
ROLLAND He-LIVINGSTONE 


” "We hold these truths to be self- 
evident, that all men are created 
equal, that they are endowed by 
their Creator. with certain 
unalienable Rights, that among 
these are Life, Liberty and the 
Pursuit of Happiness...” 


«+ DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE 
ee ee 
LIFE... LIBERTY AND THE 
PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS , . . YET 
SLAVERY GREW AND FLOURISHED 
IN THE NEW-BORN AMERICA, BELOW 
THE MASON-DIXON LINE. SOME 
SLAVE-OWNERS WERE KINDLY, 
OTHERS CRUEL... BUT WHAT DID 
IT MATTER WHEN THE BLACK MAN'S 
SOUL WAS NOT HIS OWN? WHAT 
DID IT MATTER WHEN A BLACK 
MAN'S SOUL COULD BE CASHED 
FOR GOLD .. . AS ON THAT CHILLY 
DAY IN FEBRUARY . . - 


N 
1 wouldn't even consider doing 
Haley, if | weren't so badly in debi 


ZB Fg AF ) 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


Don't let selling slaves bother you, Shelby! 
Slaves ain't people! | buy ‘em up and sell 
‘em like cattle. 7 


Fa 
“ca Y ‘Ml 


Ss 


won't you come along 
with me? 


[You can’t think of buying Tom 
the finest fellow I have here « 
capable, and a great favor 


CLASSIC COMICS” 


That's Eliza's little boy ..He’'s all she has. Twelve hundred dollars for the man and boy. It’s good money ..- 


it would break.her heart to be separated 


Sign the papers, Shelby. 


‘Lme a condition. | must know 
‘Liewhom you sell Tom. 


Have the. pairof them ready 
ll be around early. Good day? 


"[But, Arthur, to that horrible | | 
# Oh, slaver} 
ery 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


Time we turned. in to bed, #00 - 
Comin’, Chloe! Mose, Pete, come on! Yer || someone's knockin’ on-de do 
mother's callin’ z KT who can dat be? 


f [i'm running away. Master sold my little Harry... 
| | you too, Tom. You better get away 
_ r = 


Mass'r always relied o1 


I can't go like dat 
Tom, you got to save yerself . . . You'll die if you get toted 


down the river. De trader'll sell you to a bad man. 


CLASSIC COMICS” 


em gelog to try to reach Canada. It’s somewhere 


EARLY THE NEXT MORNING . « / 


Trang three times for Eliza. She hasn't answered. 
Where is she?, 


Dats what {come to tell you, She's run off wit 
bo 


Yes, Miz Shelby...and | [Got away, did she? I'll track her down! Get my 
Thonk heavens! dere’s a man outside horse and have two men ready!-You come, too, 
= askin’ fer the boy. | Vean't. I'm going away on business f 


ce I=7 | day. Sam, Andy, bring-Mr. Haley's 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


No sah! Fuhst I -heared of it’. 
better take de pike road after all. 


EARLY: SPRING THAW HAS SWOLLEN 
THE RIVER WITH GREAT CAKES OF 
FLOATING ICE! 


CLASSIC COPFCS 


Y_QUES 
... And I'm going to visit friends across 
the river for a few days... 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


Meanwhile, you and the boy get some] FOR LONG MINUTES ELIZA 
f STANDS AT THE WINDOW 
OF HER ROOM, LOOKING 


RAGING ICE-BOUND 
RIVER . . . WHILE FROM 


We'll rest here. Confound it! If we 
could have started earlier! Not a 
teace of her yet - 


{Great Lucifer! Ys 


eX 


My hat Ast flew off my 
head. 


ALFLASH HALEY IS AFTER HER. Z 
‘Stop! You can't get away! 
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JUST AS THE ICE IS GI 


[She‘s jumping like'a wild cat 


i = 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 
STUMBLING, LEAPING, SLIPPING .. . 


‘A lucky thing you tumbled over near shore .. . You're a brave 
I... L reckon you're running away from a master! 


Don't worry! I'm against slavery, and I'll fight it, ELIZA IS SAFE .. . BUT FOR HOW LONG? THE 
always. Me and my family live in that house. You ENRAGED HALEY, UNWILLING TO LOSE HIS PREY, 
and we'll help you get further LOOKS UP A CRONY OF HIS... A NOTORIOUS. | 
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Catch-them.alive! Turn the boy over to 
-keep the woman. You can sell 


I'm so glad she escaped - 
Tom in that. 


Ttell you solemnly, Tom .. . before God 
++. that we will buy you back as,soon 


Shackies? No, please . 

He's never been shackled in his life. DES FROM VIEW. a 

ig ws F{T can't take chances . . . with niggers!| | Where do | get sold, Mass‘r Haley? J. if 
i In a slave market! I'm taking you to one down} 


in New Orleans . .. A whole ee 


‘ UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 
Here's our first stop... a slave auction. Ill buy up some likely material. Hmm, 
up there looks good and husky. 


What do you say, trader? 
Want the girl, too? 


FROM AUCTION TO ‘AUCTION HALEY MOVES ..- Come, come ... | don't want to hear any complaints.| 
~_.__ UNTIL HE-HAS A SALEABLE “GANG.” TAX 'You got to be on your best.so I can get good prices 
We're taking the boat to Orleans. . 5 ) 


Oh, why was T ever born? 
De black man is cursed: - 


TH 


iE BOAT TAKE: 
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SON ITS LO 


What a shame 
to our country! that 


‘Nonsense! They get homes and 
What more do they want? 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


Lawdy me, what will we do in dis black hole? 
Don't lose your faith, my 
people . ... We'll sing and 
pray to the Lord... We'll 
pray for our deliverance. 


Die on the field of battle, | ++. Tom’s got them] [ TOM SO WINS THE CONFIDENCE OF THE 


Die on the field of battle, 
Glory in my soul 1/2 


laybe Mrs. HALEY THAT HI: 


‘going to homes of their own -- 


.. Where am I going? . . 


WHERE CAN A SLAVE 

E THE SOUTH REST | 
HIS, WEARY, HEAD? ¢ 5 
TOM WONDERS ABOUT 
HIS. FUTURE, LITTLE 
AWARE THAT A CRISIS. 
iN HIS LIFE 1S FAST 
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Oh! Where did it go?) = 
[I got it, little Missy. ll bring it down. 


m1. 
a : i 


ep ee | Gee 


= 


= 1 
Tom. But they used to call me Uncle Tom i 
[| back thar in Kentuck, i fu 
—— a yj }} WS 
Bai 3 ‘ 


Td like to buy him, pussy, but we have moré hands on 


f tar tasgpuch Tap, Uncle To Big the plantation now than we can use: 
papa would buy you. ‘ y* 


. Hm .. the boat's 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


They're just stopping to take in some wood. 
Oh, there's Tom helping. 


'il_get her! 


ete 


= e BREATHLESS MOMENTS... - Look, there they 
He’s gone under for . os 


herl 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


Vd like it. You're a kind man .. . You'll buy me? [f}| | Fourteen hundred )——| Here's the bill of | 
rh dollars! That's a sale! Well, that 
After you've saved Eva! I should say so . stiff price... but makes one less 
Prepored to pay any price that Haley as! | | Tom's worth slave to get rid of. 


~~ and you'll like 


Topsy is-a little girl who I's sol She just grew up . . . Oh, you will like. 
never was born. her, Uncle Tom! 5— 


sounds like a 
mighty int‘resting 
little gal! 


WHILE THE STEAMER SAILS DEEPER INTO 
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THE SOUTH, WHAT HAS HAPPENED TO 
ELIZA AND HER BOY? HAVE THEY 
ESCAPED THE BRUTAL SLAVE-CATCHER? 

AS SOON AS HALEY MADE THE DEAL 
WITH HIM, THE SLAVE-CATCHER 
QUICKLY REPAIRED TO THE INN FROM 
[WHICH ELIZA HAD ESCAPED. 


She left these things when she ran out. 
ll hate to turn them over ... but the-_j 


SHORTLY THEREAFTER IN THE HOUSE TO WHICH ELIZA HAD BEEN GUIDED . ~~ 


Our mass’r beat us all the time. You white folks are good to 
pelts us get away. 


The slave-catcher’s on our trail} 
You must leave’at onc 
Out the back way! 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


we I My friend and 1 will drive you across to free i] AS THE WAGON RATTLES OUT ONTO 
~ - j THE FROZEN ROAD... 
zi if . 
7 = 


Phineas, be carefull} 
here they are! They're taking the roa 
to Sandusky. Quick .\. « get horses! 


THE LITTLE PARTY 
SCRAMBLES UP THE: 
THE STEEP LEDGI 


We'll get them up those rocks... . and shoot for it if 
need be! This is free soil . . . Those poor slaves have 


CLASSIC COMICS 
Twarn you... stay back! I'ma free man. If y 
try to take me, Ill kill yout = 


It must have 
hit him. | heard a 
squeal. Let’s start after them 
niggers and nigger-lovers! 


They make o lot of noise - «| ME. \XY (Suppenty J 
ut when they see you mea ASN = + 
i petniarnites aa ’ Ans te icon busines 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


The devils! They got Mark! Come on, men. Weill 
knock ‘em off! 
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Thigil teach you to lt 6 free man Bel) [or vou cowards Rant] 
TAO] Ne 


| Wl fix a bondage to stop the bleeding. 
ONY] Yes... .no need now to let him di 


Well, kill mel. . . Aren't you going to kill me? 
Your wounds need looking after’. . . i've got 
friends in the next town, who'll take care of 
you! Into the wagon, everyone! 


Sneaking dogs they a 
ze \| leaving me alone_to 
S\ Dogs! Cowards! 


UNCLE TOM’S CABIN 

g Yes, my child . . .| {AS THE WAGON JOGS°ALONG; 

Free as the wind. | | EVERY MILE BRINGING THIS 
REFUGEE BAND CLOSER TO, ITS 


y : »\ CHOSEN GOAL. . . UNCLE TOM 
1 we'll 
ely Bectrend Y ALSO NEARS HiS DESTINATION. 

Wil | ON A SULTRY AFTERNOON, THE 


if y STEAMER CHUGS INTO THE PORT 


There's no one to stop us n t to 


The Lord’s been good to me ... If only some day HE sees fit to Little Eva! .. . Our darlin’ 
me back fo Kentuck Chloe’and my chillent Little Eva! Welcome home! 


CLASSIC COMICS 


<= 
Lordy me! I never seen anyone fike her re. 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 
eae 


| If you didn’t, why did I find the. 
ribbon and gloves up your sleeve? 


“Cause you looked, Miss Feely. 
i St. Agnes, I give t : 
a [= . 1 wants to go 


<LASSIC COMICS 
Uncle Tom? . .'. St. Clare, who is... ? I never saw 
him before. T bought him on our trip 


S Dinah, hurry with my medicine . - 
STAIRCASE, FATHER ) |'™e another pillow .. . and close the window. 
AND DAUGHTER = = FDEezy 7 
WIND THEIR WAY : 

- INTO A 


if Well,.it is about time you two 
come back from your trip. b 
could die... and you -— 
|wodidn't care! 


ap 


~« S a BUT MRS. ST. CLARE DOESN'T SEE | 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


So this is UNCLE TOM! Little Eva hasn't stopped talking about you. 
SPOILED, SELF- I'm sure she doesn’t speak so highly of her own mother. 
CENTERED, A SELF- 

VICTIM OF HER 

IMAGINARY 

AILMENTS, SHE 

CONSIDERS NO 

ONE BUT HERSELF. 

-'. + SLAVES ARE TO 

HER, ROBOTS TO DO 

HER BID... 


And he's taking charge of Thank you for writing it . 
Topsy... . He’s going to learned how to write. 
give her a ‘portant lesson, 

he sid... 1 hope he’s 

happy here. 


[Miss Feely read me all o’ dem... . But dey'don’ help 
me be good .. . Guess ‘cause | never was born. 


BUT TOM HAD LEARNED MORE... HE HAD READ 
THE BIBLE MANY TIMES... AND THE NEXT 


E CLASSIC COMICS 
Hibeueeameserediien gtawed opis «=\Neverihad:ei) ip habiehildis0'tigolrigito bel easy: fovteuth: ad 
That de you like, Topsy? De you like to sing? 


mammy-or pappy . .. Was raised by spec‘lators . . 


Topsy, you must have been 


I declare . . . if the 
@ purty voice... F 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


‘She hasn't stolen anything in weeks... 
ICONVERTED ... FOR | ond she’s learned all of the ten 
fox ONLY 15 SHE commandments. <@ 
; PROUD OF HER VOCAL 
| ABILITY, BUT SHE FINDS 
MEANING IN THE ~~ 
WORDS: OF THE SONGS 


TOM, HIMSELE, BECOMES A BIG FAVORITE. 
Tom, we is havin’ prayer meetin’ tomorrow night 


/[EVA.IS ALSO LOVED BY THE SLAVES. . 
Another letter from Tom . . . He's with good folks: 
but his heart's still in Kentuck .. . If you could L 


ie. 


ee 


I 
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I's impossible, dear. I still haven't the money to buy him back. 


Someday, perhaps’. . . 7 j 
P= y 


BUT ONE DAY AT THE! Missed again! 
ST. CLARE You ain't i 
PLANTATION, THE 

PEACEFUL ROUTINE 

IS SHATTERED. 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


Eva, my bab... you must live. lord, we blacks never asked for much .. . but we have a bi 
request now .. . Save Little Eva, please. -— 


Being here with you is the nex’ best Wi} : == ||! promise . . . but nothi 
thing. So. YOU GOT TO GET WELL. Jill |"pooc, if anything happens to me, | | Will happen to you, pussy. 
will you give Uncle Tom his 


CLASSIC COMICS 


You mustn’t think about 
leaving us. 


SS = S Weds Z 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


_..1 promised that | would set you free. ! will sign] [ | hear you're going to be set free. 
| the papers for you tomorrow. 


Yes'm. Mass'r’s a kind man... But he’s going 
Free! Bless the Lord! I'll go back to Kentuck, to need looking after, Miss Ophelia, I’se 
a free man! " E worried about him. 


A LITTLE LATER IN A BRIGHTLY LIT CAFE . 


Whash your trouble, frien’? Mine's women. My besh 
frien’ is out with my gal... If | can-get my han’s 
on ‘em..- 


That's them! The trickin' double-dealin’ . - 
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‘So... think\you can snatch my gal..1'll show yo! Drop that knife! 


AN ACCIDENT! BUT IN 
ITS EFFECT ON TOM’S 
LIFE IT COULD HAVE 
BEEN PLANNED BY 
SATAN HIMSELF! 


i 


Z Blacks were never meant to be free. St. Clare was always too 


«I'm selling the house 


id all the slaves! 


THE NEXT DAY, A GRIM DEPARTURE . . . 
Dey say we'se goin’ to be sole at a grand auction. 


What's an auction like? Ever seen one, Uncle 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


They sell your flesh and blood 
body and soul... Oh, Lord! 
hese 


Please buy my little gal, too . 


THAT NIGHT . . . IN A SLAVE WAREHOUSE THEY E] 
AWAIT THE DAWN. pe READE = 


THE GRAND AUCTION, BIGGEST OF THE YEAR. NO 
ARENA IN THE DAYS OF THE ROMAN EMPEROR 
HELD MORE TERROR-STRICKEN SLAVES THAN THIS! 


What am | bid for this fine specimen® Just feel his 
muscle! 


That scarecrow! Five dollars? He'd do to 
wash the horses! 


AS THE POOR SLAVE IS DRAGGED AWAY, A GREAT STIR RISES AMONG THE SPECTATORS . 


~FOR A 
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Sorry, Mr. Legree .. . we couldn't wait Legree is the richest slave-owner in, 
any longer. But the best of ‘em are still these parts. 


fo come. 
F Il take a look around! And the meanest .. . he's a devil! 


He means you, 
Uncle Tom. 


| A REVOLTING HORROR SWEEPS OVER TOM AS HE 
NEARS THE SLAVE-TRADER. 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


| 1 won't work for that man! 
|. I'm going to kill myself! 


No one must give way like that . . We got to have faith... 
faith in the Lord who will take care of HIS chillen . . . Cheer 
up, everyone. Maybe a song will help! = 


Stop that! I/II have none o' yer bawling, 
praying, singing niggers on my place!.. 
1 saw who started #! And I'll take 
care of h 


My fist got os hord as iron knocking 
down niggers! 


b 


CLASSIC COMICS 
IN- A FEW HOURS’ THE. BOAT DOCKS, AND-THE SLAVES: ie = 
RIDE OVER A WILD, FORSAKEN RO, 


What are you staring at? Don't you liké the house? . . . It's too good’ 
for a gang like you! = eee 
STN OT yy bl ndy 
iy I Ya 
\ 


‘T'don’t care about living high. All 
1 want is to make money, and 
my slaves work to make it for 
me .and if any of ‘em try to 
run away . . Well,.look . - 


Those dogs have been raised to track niggers. And they'd 
just as soon chaw any 0” you up as eat your’ supper! 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


: THE SLAVES ARE PUT TO WORK . ., FROM EARLIEST fj Faster! You lazy black! 
DAWN TO THE LAST RAY OF LIGHT .. . DAY AFTER zs 


‘ONE DAY AT THE WEIGHING IN’. . . 
BUSINESS THAT FOLLOWS THE PICKING. 
You're a pound short . . 


— 


Don't you worry, Emmeline. I got more’n 
enough. Take some of mine. 
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You ...lsaw what you were up to.. | | Helping out the lazy ones, huh? I picked you out for an 
Get up and come out here, Tom. overseer, but | see you ain't tough enough yet. 


] Take this whip, Tom . . 
7 i.Get the girl in. twenty lashes. 


fi iy 


~ I can't hit nobody. | never |\\] You'll do a mess of things you never done | 
done it... never will... before, when I get through... ! 


Now will you flog that gal! 


Yes, Uncle Tom, beat me... 


kill you if you don’t! 


SSS 


CLASSIC COMICS. 


Vl work night and day while’ 
there's life and breath in me. 
But it ain't right to whip a 
human being. | won't do if! 
Never! 


Why, you blasted black beast! Who are you to 
tell me what's right and what ain't? Didn't I pay 
down twelve hundred dollars cash for you . . - 


2B 
TT ke 
Lt ee 


Ul 
A 


Tos 


My soul ain't yours! That's something can't buy! 
My soul is myself . . . so you can't really harm me. 
Wa 
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g about a way fo raise money. Ever 
since I heared about de pastry shop in de nex'town.| 


Dey need someone to make cakes and pies... 
you hired me out to dem... my wages could go 
te buying back Tom... 


Poor Uncle Tom 


7h iF 


Ws 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


The beasts... 
leaving you in this 
shed... We had a 
time finding you 


SOFT FOOTSTEPS REACH HIS EARS... 
Who's there? . . Oh, for the Lord's 
mercy, please give me water. Jia 


z It’s Cassy and me! 


Now who's right? Get down on your knees and 


CLASSIC COMICS 


THE FURIOUS LEGREE IS ABOUT TO STRIKE HIM 
AGAIN, THEN CHANGES HIS MIND FOR HE NEEDS 
TOM TO WORK IN THE FIELDS. BUT HE VOWS THAT 
HE IS.NOT DONE WITH THE OLD SLAVE YET. 


How can y: 
you... 


We'll put them on the swamp trail. . . 
be hiding in the attic. Legree thinks the 
attic is haunted. He'll never look there. 


While they're out looking, we'll get away to the Red 


er boat... We got enough money for passage. 


There's no 
Bur I'll keep your-secret. 


Ti'm too old for running away 

F use my trying now 

and ! hope the Lord will see you safe. 
Tr 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


HE DASHES TO THE BACK DOOR AS TWO SHADOWY 


Who's back there? Who made that noise? 
IGURES FLEE 


Sambo! Quimbo! All hands. 


There's two runaways making for the swamps. Five dollars to any nigger 
of them! : A et 


We got to catch 
‘em! 


Dey AS THE PREY-MAD 
PARTY PLUNGES INTO 

A LABYRINTH OF 
SWAMP, THE 
RUNAWAYS HAVE 
MADE THEIR WAY OUT 
. +. AND BACK INTO 
AN EMPTIED HOUSE, 


CLASSIC COMICS 


We'll have to hide here till the hunt dies down. 
Legree will be raising heaven and earth searching 


It’s Emmeline and Cassy who got away. 
in their room. 
The black baggages ... We'll go out again 
for them as soon as the dogs get rested. 


BEFORE SAMBO AND QUIMBO START OUT, A GUST 
OF WIND BLOWS THE DOOR OPEN. 

My gun! I know who's at the bottom of their 
escape. It’s that old cuss, Tom... He'll know where 


UNCLE TOM'S CABIN 


Til give you one more chance. 


gota! oals5 ((t'm not telling! 


Tm George Shelby ... you own a slave, Tom, 
|| who used to work my father's place - 


My father died lately, his estate has been settled, 
‘and I've got. money to buy Tom back . . . Why do 
you laugh?, eR 


‘Mass'r George .. . Is my eyes seeing oe You're too late. The Lord’s bought me 
righi2J2els itiyou, Mass’ George? SEX: and is going to take me‘honie.... lint 


FREEDOM | -°"""2 heaven. 


Tom, you. 
musn't die. 


Tell ‘em I'm going to even a better place than orl. forgive esa We doneragaicked 


Give my love to Chloe, the chillen, and the Missis. , [MMMM The poor fellow is gone: 
5 : 
to you, Tom. We didn't mean 


Fine snivelers you turned out to be. I'll give you 
what's coming! 


CLASSIC COMICS 


Yes... the life-story of Tom is 


THE STORY OF TOM IS over, but it has left a vivid imprint. 


ENDED. HIS LIFE OF 
TROUBLE AND TOIL HAS {]-!’m glad you brought the body 
FOUND ITS ONLY PEACE || home, Tom would have wanted to 
IN DEATH . . . AND ITS 

FIRST FREEDOM FROM THE 

HUMAN BONDAGE OF 

SLAVERY. 


When Uncle Tom died, I made up my mind never to own any | Free? We are free! Bless you! The Lord 
ve a certificate of freedom for each one of JM} | bless you! 


more slaves. | ha 
wre Pa haa) 


1 wish ail slaves could be as lucky 
as us! = 


- THAT THEY ARE ENDOWED WITH CERTAIN UNALIENABLE RIGHTS, THAT 
AMONG THESE ARE LIFE, LIBERTY AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS . . 
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FLIGHT OVER TOKYO 


On April 18, 1942, American bombers roared — 


{over Tokyo on an epochal visit. This is the story 
of the crew of one of those bombers. The 
Ruptured Duck was the name of the bomber. 
On one side of its fuselage was painted a funny 
Donald Duck with a headset and earphone cords 
all twisted around his head. 

} Along with the other B-25's that took part in 
the Tokyo raid, the Ruptured Duck hopped 
aboard the aircraft carrier, the Hornet, and was 
tied to the flight deck. Days of lectures, gunner 
practice, and studying military objectives fol- 
lowed for all the crews. Then came the morning 
of April 18th. 

The Hornet travelled at top speed that April 
morning. Bombs rose up from below and rolled 
along the deck on their low- 
slung lorries until they reached 
the planes. All was in readiness. 
‘The men were tense, eager. 

As the Hornet came within 
800 miles of the Japanese coast, 
the first plane swooped off its | ff 
_ deck, motor at full throttle. It { 
‘was Doolittle’s plane leading off. 

; Then another and another 
zoomed off the aircraft carrier. 
|The Ruptured Duck was the 

lz, loaded with five 500 pound- 

‘er bombs marked for military 
' objectives. 

\ Among its crew were Captain , 
Ted Lawson, pilot; Lieutenant 
Dean Davenport, co-pilot; Cap- 
tain Robert R. Gray; Lieutenant Charles L. 
McClure Jr., navigator; Lieutenant Robert S. 
Clever, bombardier, and Lieutenant Thatcher. 

} Signals flickered at Choo Chow Luchui, a 
Chinese airfield, as the plane sped by. Chinese 
officials were informed of the flight and set a 
eeiwork of signals to guide the Americans. Al- 
though 800 miles from the Japanese Coast, the 
5-25" had ‘more than 2,000 miles of flying ahead 
to reach their exact destination. 

finally the Ruptured Duck winged over,a 
Snooth bezy of water for which its crew had 
‘een watching tensely .. . Tokyo Bay. In the 
midday sun the bay was brilliant and appeared 


as bottomless as an ocean. In 5 minutes the 
Ruptured Duck was over the bay, and moments 
later the first bomb was screaming earthward. 

The fourth bomb that dropped was an incen- 
diary that hit a steel-smelter. The plant seemed 
to the crew to puff out of shape and then dis- 
solve in a black-red cloud as dozens of small fire 
bombs molted from the incendiary. 

When the Sth bomb had dropped, the Rup- 
tured Duck turned its nose toward China. Six 
Japanese biplane pursuits. tried to overtake 
them but had to give up, though the Ruptured 
Duck crew knew that the Japs would be radio- 
ing their flying direction to every Jap-held air- 
drome in China. 

But bad weather proved to he the Ruptured 
Duck’s strongest adversary. 
Over the China Sea a violent 
storm broke and near the coast 
of China, Captain Lawson knew 
there was only one thing to do 

. try to get the mime down 
on the beach. 

Davenport began calling off 
the air speed. Just as he said 
“one hundred and ¢eg” it hap: 

ened. The plane sagged and 
the two landing wheels caught 
the crest of a wave. The Rup- 
tured Duck crashed. 

Lawson felt himself catapult- 
ed through the plastic nase of 
the bomber into the watec. His 
pneumatic life belt caxried him 
‘to the surface. Looking about, dazed, all be sew 
of the Ruptured Duck were 2 tail rrddess jut- 
ting up out of the water. He stzgezeed up on 
the beach. One of his legs stabedewith pain. 
His face felt as if it had been pushed in: 

There in a vague way he saw a figure moving 
about. It was Dean Davenport, who had also 


catapulted through the bomber nose, but was ~ 


in far better condition than Lawson. A deep 
groaning sound directed them to McClure, who 
was flapping about in the water and came up 
on the beach dazed and cut. 

Bob Clever was in sand ‘up to his hands and 
knees and badly bleeding. Thatcher had a bad 
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bump on his head . . . but for the most part was 
all right. These were the men who had survived 
the crash of the Ruptured Duck. A handful of 
men .. . with one single aim . . . to get back 
safely to their American base though they had 
two heavy strikes against them already . . . their 
injuries . . . and the Japs that-would be looking 
for them. 


But the men were unable to move. They lay 
there on the beach in the rain, helpless, ex- 
hausted. Suddenly, Thatcher pulled out his .45, 
the only gun that had been saved in the whole 
group. He asked Lawson, “Shall I shoot them?” 

The Americans turned their eyes to where 
Thatcher was looking. Two strong men . . . 
squat-looking men . . - were standing on the top 
of a little cliff, staring down at them wordlessly. 


Japs! That was the first thought that entered 
Lawson’s mind. But he or- x 
dered Thatcher not to 
shoot, knowing that such 
action still couldn't save 
them. 


The pair of strangers 
walked silently to them. 
Then one spoke... . spoke 
a word that meant a world 
to the Americans. 
“Chinga”. They had been 
found by Chinese! 


Soon six more men came running down the 
embankment to help the wounded flyers. They 
brought them into a thatched-roof house made 
of mud blocks. Moaning and mangled. the flyers 
fairly fell into the place. 


Lieutenant Clever passed out. Lawson felt of 
his injured leg and thought he would never 
walk again. But the Chinese were hesieged with 
questions... in sign language and bad Chinese. 
The flyers wished to know where they were 
and how soon they could get to Choo Chow 
Lishui. None of the Chinese understood them 
+ -- not even their various attempts at pronounc- 
ing Choo Chow Lishui- Finally, in desperation, 
Davenport tried the word Chungking on them. 
The answer was “Chungking . . . we go- Take 
many day” 


. 


Many days! Many hazardous days were in 
store for the wounded men. They had been res- 
cued by Chinese Guerrillas, valiant, hardy 
fighters, but badly handicapped in administer- 
ing first-aid to the flyers because of their lack 
of medical supplies. 


Thatcher had rescued a roll of bandages that 
the men crudely tied about their wounds. Then 
they slept fitfully. In the gray cold light of 
dawn the guerrillas stood beside them with oth- 
er Chinese men who carried crude square 
stretchers which they held up by bambeo poles 
and ropes. On these stretchers the men were 
carried over miles of rough Chinese road t6a 
junk, on which they sailéd slowly down a wide 
river, barely missing a Japanese gunboat. From 
the boat they were transferred at a wharf to 
sédan chairs and carted to a hospital where 
Lawson’s leg had to be removed. 


Curiously, Lawson’s leg 
was amputated by ar 
American flight. surgeon 
Doe. White, who had been 
in one of the bomber 
planes over Japan. His fly: 
ing ship crashed too, ins 
storm off the coast o! 
China, and he and hi: 
crew were also rescued by 
Chinese guerrillas, 


As soon as Lawson wat 
able to hobble on crutches, his men and th 
men with Doe White continued the perilou 
journey on coolie-borne sedan chairs. The guer 
rillas guided them magnificently, skirting abou! 
Japanese encampments . . . and through suck 
excellent direction these American men reachec 
Chungking where -they secured provisions anc 
a plane that winged them back to their startin; 
base. 


Lawson’s air force carcer is over, but a new 
one is beginning for him: He hopes to becom 
an acronautic engineer . . . work in which ly 
had been trained before entering the air corps 
As for the others . . . they are ready to bom! 
Japan again and again until the Land of th 
Setting Sun secs its sun set. 

by Mictact Sucttvan 
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THE CHILDRENS HOUR 


by HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW - 


Between the dark and the daylight 1 hear in the chamber above me, 
The patter of little feet, 
The sound of a door that is opened, 
And voices soft and sweet. 


From my study ! see in the lamplight, 


Descending the broad hall stairs, A whisper, and then a silence, 


Yet I know by their merry eyes, 


That they are plotting and planning, 
To take me by surprise. 
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A sudden rush from the stairway, They climb up into my 
ry 
A sudden raid from the hall, turret, 
By three doors left unguarded, O’er the arms and 
They enter my castle wall! back of my chair; 


They almost devour me with 


kisses, 
Their arms about me entwine, 


Till | think of the Bishop of 


Bingen, 
In his Mouse-Tower on the 


If I try to escape, they 
surround me; 
They seem to be 
everywhere. 


Do you think, © blue-eyed banditti, 
Because you have scaled the wall, 
Such an old mustachi as 1 am 
Js not a match for you all! 


es = 
Ages 


I have you fast in my fortress, 
And will not let you depart, 

And put you down into my dungeon 
In the round-tower of my heart. 


~Nske- 
26> 
oe Ss 


And there I will keep you forever, 
Yes, forever and a day, 

Till the walls shall crumble into ruin, 
And moulder in dust away! 


Zp .. 


Ulustrated by 
— VIVIAN LIPMAN 
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In the decade between 1850 and 1860 when 
the burning issue of slavery was reaching its 
explosion point, a little, soft-spoken woman 
witha pen of fire did more for the cause of the 
Union than the stinging words of numberless 
abolitionist orators. The little lady was Harriet 
Beecher Stowe,'and her weapon of power, the 
ibook . . . “Uncle Tom's Cabin.” 


~ Mrs. Stowe’s background was highly intellec- 
‘tual. Her father, Lyman Beecher, was the Con- 
‘gregational Minister in Litchfield, Connecticut, 
{where she was born in.1811, and her sister, 
Catherine was a teacher. The com- 
‘munity in which she spent her 
\childhood was regarded as one of 
the most literary in all New Eng- 
land. In these surroundings it is 
not astounding that the young 
Harriet’s writing talent began to 
jflower at an early age with the 
publishing of her sketches and. 
stories in school papers. 


her famous was not a part of her © 
Connecticut environment. When 
Harriet was 22, she was set down 
in the midst of the problem of human slavery. 
Her father had been elected to the presidency 
of the newly founded Lane Theological Semi- 
nary at Cincinnati, and his family accompanied 
him there. Again Harriet became active in liter- 
ary and school life, contributing manuscripts to 
local journals and compiling a school geogra- 
phy. But a new theme was developing out of the 
agonies of an enslaved people. 


fei the hook that was to make } 
I 


Ohio was a free state. Yet only a river sepa- 
rated it from slave-holding communities, a 
river that meant life to the slaves. Harriet again 
and again saw them escaping across the water in 
their frantic flight to freedom. The problem of 
these poor souls touched her deeply. She began 
to take part in debates on the political, econom- 
28, and moral necessity of freeing the negro. 


oo tin 1836) she had married one of 
‘the professors at the Theological Seminary, 


Calvin Ellis Stowe. In 1852 he was appointed to 
a professorship in Bowdoin College, Brunswick, 
Maine, and there, though removed from tangi- 
ble contact with the painful slave scenes, she ~ 
utilized her memory and imagination to its full- 
est scope for the epochal writing of “Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin.” 

f It first appeared in serialized form in the 
National Era, an anti-slavery paper of Washing: 
ton, D. C, In 1852 it came out in book. form 
and blew up a cyclone. Everyone talked of 
“Unéle Tom’s Cabin.” It sold like wild-fire and 
was translated into 23 tongues. 
People who had been sympathetic 
to slaves but indifferent about do- 
ing anything now awoke to the 
need for action. “Uncle Tom” was 
a mighty prod. 


* Fame swept into the Stowe 
home, but had no spoiling effect 
on Harriet. She lived quietly with 
her husband and her son, Freder- 
ick, and continued her writing. In 
1856 a new book of hers was 
published, “Dred ... A Tale of 
Dismal Swamp,” in which she 
strongly Sana the deterioration of a society 
that existed on a slave basis. Among other 
works, she also wrote articles for the newly 
established Atlantic Monthly, the Independent 
of New York and the Christian Union maga- 
zines all of which her brother, Henry Ward 
Beecher, edited at various stages. 2 


When the Civil War broke out, her son, Fred- 
erick, enlisted in the Union Army. He came out 
of it a captain, but his health was shattered, 
and his mother bought an estate in Florida 
primarily with the hope that the climate would 
restore his health, and there they spent many_ 


* winters. 


/On July 1, 1896, she died. A power beyond 
had silenced the soft-spoken woman but the 
might of her written words lives on.’ 
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